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never made a second step until his first foot was firmly planted on the
ground,-considered that the abolition of the Sultanate was as much as
his people could swallow at a time. Anyway, I fixed it up for Amery,
though I did not attend the interview myself. The conversation
began in French, but in the middle of it, to the Caliph's great
amazement, Amery switched to Turkish, which he had learnt years
before but which he still spoke perfectly. It was a Turk, not Amery
himself, who related this to me.
Another visitor of note just before I left Constantinople—as I
thought on leave, but as it turned out for good—was Admiral Lord
Beatty, who arrived in his yacht with a bevy of fair ladies and young
men on board. Now, sailors as a rule are very punctilious, but Beatty,
who had anchored off Therapia, about a mile from the Embassy
summer residence at Yenikevy, was in no sort of hurry to come and
pay his respects to H.M. Representative. He did, however, eventually
turn up, and though I did not feel particularly pleased with him,
I asked him and his party to dinner at the Embassy, which they
accepted. I asked a Turk or two, and some of the foreign Ambassa-
dors to meet them. At about eight in the morning of the day of the
party a picket-boat came alongside Yenikevy Embassy with a note
for me from Lord Beatty. In it he said that neither he nor Lady
Beatty nor any of his party could come and dine that night; that they
wanted to go to some show at Prinkipo and that he found that his
yacht, under Turkish regulations, could not steam down the Bosphor-
us at night into the Marmora. So he would have to go down to
Prinkipo before the dinner, instead of afterwards as he had intended
to do.
That was all, and it was just a little bit more than I could stand.
I told the picket-boat to wait, and as soon as I was dressed I went in
person to Beatty's yacht. He was slightly at a disadvantage as he
and his party were (taped round the deck of the yacht with very little
on except bathing towels. I told him that I simply could not accept
his getting out of my dinner, at any rate so far as he himself and Lady
Beatty were concerned, and that in view of the persons I had invited
to meet him I must insist on his coming. The rest of his party could
go to Prinkipo if they liked. Now, Beatty was certainly a bully, and
where he could bully he did, but he was also Admiral of the Fleet and
a gentleman. He saw the point, and at once agreed to come to the
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